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Short Story 


This is purely fictional. The following is a product of my imagination (with some help from Cherry Pie's). It 
never happened. It never will. *sigh*. No disrespect is intended. 

Another challenge... 

Warning: very blatant and unadulterated sex. No plot. Just enjoy it. 

For Cherry Pie, my slash muse. 

"Come here," Dave grumbled, yanking David against him by the collar of his t-shirt. 

"Wha?" 


Junior's mouth was instantly covered by Dave's. He couldn't breathe. He tried to take in air, but only sucked in 


the breath from Dave's mouth. When they broke apart, Dave brushed his nose over Junior's cheek, nestling 
the tip against his ear. 


"| always wanted to do that." 


Junior's heart felt like a bird fluttering and beating against the bars of a cage. He thought any moment it 
would go flying out his chest. This wasn't happening. This wasn't real. What the fuck was going on? 


"Dave?" 


The General's eyes appeared like two black bullet holes in the semi-darkness. His skin was radiating heat against 


his. 

"Don't tell me you've never felt it" 

"Felt what?" 

A hand took hold of Junior's and fit it over a contoured, denim swell. 

"Oh my god... 

"Ive seen you looking at me in the dressing room.in the showers. You didn't think | noticed?" 
"|l don't know what you're talking about, Dave." 


"Liar," Dave arrogantly smiled. "I know you better than that. What's really funny is you thought | didn't have a 


clue." 
"Fuck, Dave. | really don't know what you're talking about.” 
"Oh no? Well, | talked to Nick." 


Just then, Dave turned his head over his shoulder as a slit of light widened, corresponding with the opening of 


a door. Junior recognized the silhouette walking towards them as Nick's. 
"Talked? About what?" 


"Don't be shy, David," Nick smiled, leaning in over Dave's shoulder. "We're going to try collaborating as a trio. If 


a duo is hot, a trio is scorching." 
"Trio?" 


Dave pressed hard against Junior, crushing him. Nick was still leaning over the General's shoulder, his hands 


wedging in between their hips. 


"IFs like two billy-clubs knocking against each other in there," he laughed. "My god your hard, Dave. And you 
told me you didn't like this stuff." 


"So | lied. We've all been lying to each other lately.lying and hiding.” 


Junior struggled to catch his breath. It was like he was being mauled by hungry lions. He'd always wanted 
Dave..always enjoyed being with Nick.now the two of them together was more than he could take. 


"You should have told me... 


Dave's voice heated up the skin of his neck. Then he felt teeth nip him, a tongue sliding over the pinched skin. 
Junior closed his eyes hoping to hold on to this dream, this wonderful, hot, sweating dream. 


"| wanted your wish to come true," Nick whispered into his other ear. "| hope you're not mad" 

Junior could only push down a swallow. He felt lips and teeth on both sides of him now. Someone was undoing 
the zipper of his jeans, but he didn't know who; he didn't care. Shortly after Nick lowered down, he felt a 
tongue on his cock. Then Dave lowered down also. 

"| want some too," he heard the General say. 

A breeze cooled the wettened skin of his penis when it passed from Nick's mouth to Dave's. As his jeans were 
roughly yanked down his hips, he noticed they were both tearing at him, eager to get their hands between his 
legs. He tried to widen his stance, but the fabric around his thighs was making it hard. 


"Fucking.just take them off," Dave grumbled. 


Clumsily, Junior kicked his hi-tops off and pushed his pants down. Nick helped him get his feet out as Dave's 
hands petted the hair on his thighs. 


"So fucking beautiful,” he groaned. 

After his pants were off, Junior yanked the t-shirt over his head so he could be completely naked. He didn't 
want any fabric to stop his lovers from worshiping his body. He wanted to soak in it, revel in their adoration 
of him. At this moment, he'd never felt so wanted, so desirable. He didn't want this to ever end. 

As Dave licked the drop of pre-cum from the head of his penis, he shot his dark eyes up to him. "Don't you 
even think about cumming. | want your eyeballs to shoot out of their sockets before you cum. | want it to be 


explosive, like an H bomb going off. Got it?" 


Junior nodded. Shit, he didn't know if he could do that. He wanted to cum right now. Well, he didn't, but his body 


did. It was like he was teetering on the edge of a cliff. With all his might he tried to stay balanced, but strong 
gusts of wind kept threatening to push him over. 


"| mean it," Dave warned, pinching his scrotum in the space just between his testicles. "You don't want me mad 


with what | plan on doing to you." 


Junior glanced over at Nick who was happily sitting on his haunches, watching the General go to work. When his 
deep brown eyes hitched up to him, he grinned a big wide smile. 


"Are you going to make it, buddy?" 
"Shit, | fucking hope so." 


Nick got to his feet and came to his side. He ran one hand over the baby smooth skin of David's chest. The 


other went to his mouth, slicking up a finger. 

"Oh shit," Junior breathed as Nick wedged his hand between the wall and his ass. 

"Remember..don't cum," whispered Nick 

Slowly, a finger pressed into him. The other fingers of the hand curled back, trying to pull the skin of his butt 
cheek back to allow better access. Junior felt the tip go in.and then the first knuckle..and after a while, the 
next. A wet hot mouth continued sucking his cock. A hand fondled his balls. A slippery finger was in his ass. 
This was too much. 

"Oh god, this is fucking torture." 

"Do you want us to stop?" Dave asked, looking up at him. 

Through deep, eratic breaths, Junior smiled, "No." 

"Well, that's just too fucking bad. | gotta get off my knees. This fucking hurts." 


Nick laughed. 


Dave stood up and pulled his shirt over his head. "It's hot as hell in here. Nick, how can you stand being 
dressed?" 


Nick smiled and pulled away. Junior grimaced as the finger retreated. His ass was warm now, ready for action, 


only to have the action taken away. 


"Don't worry, the fun part is about to begin," Dave snarled. "Fun for me.oh, and some fun for you too." 


Junior's brow pulled in. He didn't know what Dave had up his sleeve, but it wasn't too hard to guess. 

Dave continued undressing and then leaned up against the wall next to Junior. He swung his arm around and 
drew David to him, once again taking his mouth. This time, Junior welcomed it, kissed him back, intertwined his 
tongue with his. Their cocks rubbed up against each other, Junior's still slick with saliva, Dave's dry and 
smooth like brushed silk. Dave took both of them in his hand, stroking them up and down at the same time. 
"| think you've done this before," Junior panted. "You have, haven't you?" 

Dave cast his eyes down and wrinkled his nose. "Maybe a little bit" 

"Why didn't you tell me? Why didn't | know?" 

"Because | didn't want you to." 

Nick moved up behind Junior and wrapped his arms around his waist. "Everyone has secrets." 

Junior looked over his shoulder. "You? He's been doing it with you?" 

Nick pressed his lips together and shook his head. 

“Then who?" 

"It doesn't matter. Let's just enjoy this moment. Ill never happen again! 

Junior closed his eyes and pushed down a knot of jealousy in his stomach. He didn't want to ruin this 
experience. He didn't want to be bothered by the idea of Dave being with someone else.not when he had 
dreamed so long of being with Dave. He'd just always hoped he could be his first. 


“Turn around," Dave groaned. "It's time for my fun" 


Slowly Junior moved his back to him. In his peripheral vision, he noticed Dave lean to the side and pick 
something up off the floor. 


"What are you doing?" he asked, nervously. 
"Getting some wetness going here. You don't want a dry fuck do you?" 


Junior shook his head. He could hear liquid spitting out of a bottle or tube of something and then he felt its 


coolness spread over his skin. Easily, a finger slipped into him and moved back and forth. 


"Oh yeah, * Dave hissed. "That's going to feel good. God, | can't wait to stick my dick in you." 


An arm roughly pulled Junior back. He could feel the hair of Dave's chest prickling up against his back, a cold 
tube of lube on his stomach, a finger still pushing into him. 


"Do you want me to fuck you?" Dave whispered. 
Junior stared at Nick, who was stroking his own cock in front of him. He nodded. 
"Here, Menza, take this." 


Nick took the tube of oil from him and began dripping it onto David's cock. "| don't like a dry fuck either," he 
smiled. "But, you already know that.” 


As Nick tossed the tube to the floor, Junior felt Dave part his butt cheeks and press the head of his penis to 


him. 
"le thought about this for a long time, Junior," he husked. 


Then he pushed in, a moan involuntarily escaping from his throat. Nick continued pumping David's cock. It was 


already dribbling. 
"Fuck, Nick. You gotta stop that," he hissed. "You're going to make me cum." 


"Who's going to make you cum?" Dave wise-assed from behind him. "Not him. I'm going to make you cum by 


fucking your ass. You got that? It's me. I'm going to do it.” 


Junior nodded as Nick backed up in front of him. "Man, I'm glad I'm not you," he chuckled. "Oh, wait. do wish | 
was you. Shit, how much better can a guy get it?" 


"No better than it is right now," Dave growled. "Ain't that right, Junior?" 
All he could do was nod as Nick took his penis in his hands and eased it into him. 


"Oh god," Junior moaned, feeling the ridges of pillow-like muscles squeeze around him. "| can't take this. It's too 


much." 

"Don't you fucking cum. Don't you dare." 

Junior tried to remain still as each of Dave's thrusts caused him to thrust into Nick Pleasure on one side 
caused pleasure on the other. He felt like Dave was making him fuck Nick, like it wasn't even his dick anymore. 


His dick was Dave's dick and he was using it to fuck Nick through him. 


"| don't know how much longer | can last. It feels too good." 


"What feels good?" Dave hissed, yanking Junior's head back by his hair. "Nick's ass or me fucking yours?" 
That tug was the push over the cliff. Junior felt his eyes roll up into the back of his head. There was no 
stopping the fall now. He was tumbling down, each spasm a crash against a jagged rock, busting him and tearing 
him up. Underneath the gouges and slashes of his own orgasm, he felt the pulsing and throbbing of Dave's 
inside him. 

"Oh fuck!" Dave groaned. "Oh fuck, oh fuck." 

As Nick began his own descent, he leaned back, causing Junior in turn to lean back, pressing Dave against the 
wall. After a few huffs and a quiet sigh, there was stillness and silence. Junior smiled, relishing the warmth of 
sweaty skin engulfing him. He stretched his arms out in front and squeezed Nick to him. He laid his forehead on 
his shoulder. 

"What, am | a fucking mattress?" the nasally voice came from behind him. "Get the fuck off mel” 

Nick and Junior scooted to the side as Dave got dressed. 

"| can't wait to get home and get a fucking shower." 

They continued watching as he stepped into his shoes and walked towards the door. 

"Happy fucking birthday, Junior," he grumbled, closing the door behind him. 

"Birthday?" Junior said, pulling Nick against him. 

He laughed, "| told him it was you're birthday. That this was your birthday present." 

"That's stupid. He knows it's not my birthday.” 

"Well, | guess somebody somewhere is having a birthday and we just celebrated it! 

"Man, and what an awesome birthday it was." 

"Hl say." 

"Happy birthday to whoever you arel" 


"Yeah," Nick chuckled. "Happy fucking birthday." 


HAPPY BIRTHDAY, CHERRY PIEIII 


Love, Butterscotch. 


